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VICAR: Don't you think I could have helped you to bear
your 1335? 1 think I could have found in my heart
words to persuade you to resignation, I might at least
have offered you my sympathy.

MRS. LITTLUTTOOD: Frn sorry zc seem ungracious, but 1

don't T-;;;nt your sympathy.

VICAR: Your attitude amazes me.

MRS, POOLZ: If we didn't all know how devoted you. weie
to your sons, one might redly think you were Indifferent
to their loss.

MRS. LITTLE\VGOD: [Xf/^iW-'.] Xo, Fm not exactly
indifferent.

VICAR: Since you won't see me alone, 1 must say things to
you here and now 'which I should rather have kept for
your private ear. I have a right to remonstrate with yon
because your behaviour is a scandal to my parish,

MRS. LITTLSWOOD: [Wz'fA a sm;k.} Oh, I beg your pardon.
I thought it was my welfare you were concerned with.
If It's that of the parish, pray say anything you like.

VICAR: \Fluskingy but not to be put off.] I think it was horrible
to go to a music-hall on the very day you had returned
from your con's grave in France. But that was in London^
and you outraged nobody but yourself. What you do
here is different. This Is a very small place, and It's
shameful that you should give parties aad go about from
house to house playing cards.

MRS. POOLE: It seems so heartless not to wear mourning.

JOHN: [Rather flippantly, to prevent the conversation frsjs
gfOtt'iKg too awkwsrd^\ Why? I certainly should hate any-
one to wear mourning for me.

VICAR: You give all and sundry the impression that you're
perfectly callous. What influence do you think such a
thing may have on these young fellows in the village
who have to risk their lives with all the other brave lads
at the Front? You take from them the comfort that we